Be^i^nir.g  in  the  1870*9,  a  group  of  friends,  twelve  in  number, 
lived  on  High  Street  Hill  in  Brookline  and  called  themselves, among  other 
names,  the  Duodecimal  Club.    The  members  were  Vr.  and  Mrs.  Charles  P.  Ware, 
Vr,  and  I'rs*  Moorfield  Storey,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Robert  S.  Peabody,  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Thacher  Loring,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Moses  Williams  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Charles  Storrow. 

This  group  and  their  friends  and  neighbors  on  the  hill  were  fond 
of  writing  verses  to  each  other  on  birthdays  and  other  occasions.    A  surprising 
number  of  them  had  birthdays  in  the  month  of  March,  and  often  composite 
parties  were  held  to  celebrate  several  birthdays  at  once.  This  gave  an 
opportunity  for  the  poets  in  the  group  to  show  their  metal. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ware  were  especially  good  at  poetry,  full  of  wit  and 
merriment.    The  following  is  a  poem  ,  attributed  to  Mrs.  Ware,  written  for  a 
composite  party  held  at  the  Storrows  March  5,  1920.    See  'The  Birthday  Week'. 

The  next  poem  was  written  by  Mrs.  Ware  for  Mr.  Storrow  when  she  was 
seventy-nine  and  he  eighty-one.    See  '  'Twixt  Grave  and  Gay 

One  year  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Storrow  were  in  California  on  March  7th,  Mr. 
Storrow' 8  birthday.    Mrs.  Ware  sent  him  the  following  by  telegram.  See 
'March  7th,  1921.' 
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THE  BIRTHDAY  WEEK 


The  Weather  Clerk  sat  up  aloft 

Beneath  the  Weather's  changing  arch. 

And  epithets,  reverse  of  soft. 

Rose  to  his  ears,  concerning  March, 


One  glance  towards  earth  he  downward  sent; 

On  High  Street  Hill  it  chanced  to  light. 
Where,  upon  jollity  intent. 

Some  friends  had  gathered  for  the  night, 

"Look  here,  now!"  cried  the  irate  Clerk, 
"I  "irant  you  March  has  sins  to  show. 

For  chilly  winds  get  in  their  work. 

With,  this  year,  much  superfluous  snow, 

"But,  on  the  other  hand,  look  round 
And  see  the  gifts  March  sends  along, 

Whyl  in  this  room,  I  will  be  bound. 
One  might  count  up  a  dozen  strongi 

"Take,  first,  the  Veterans  of  the  night. 

Where  could  be  found  a  finer  pair? 
Though  heads  are  grey,  their  wits  are  bright  - 

The  genial  Host  and  Mrs.  Ware. 

"Then  see  where  Patty  ])enny  waits! 

By  my  thermometer I    It  is  hard 
If  you  can't  see  she  compensates 

For  many  a  gale  sjid  horrid  blizzard. 

"Sisters-in-law  on  either  side 

Has  this  maligned  month  bestowed; 

Nina,  who  is  Ned  Storrow's  pride. 
And  Mary  Jack  of  Upland  Road. 

"And  birthday-ed  in  the  salfsame  week. 
Uncle  and  Aunt  she  likewise  shows; 

Of  Sewall  Cabot  now  I  speak. 

And  the  transplanted  English  rose,  * 
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"striking  a  generation  new. 

The  Joslin  children  well  may  be  - 
One  birthday  serving  for  the  two  - 

Included  in  this  family. 


"And  tv/o  good  neighbors  let  me  sing,  ^ 
From  High  Street  and  the  cosy  Jam,  p£l 

For  Mrs,  Dana  came  with  Spring,  Vv^  Y 

And  also  Miss  Augusta  Lamb.  ^  » 

"And  in  the  company,  as  well,  |^  ^ 

The  Presidential  Twin  I  see.  yv\*^  * 

I  hope  next  Fourth  of  March  may  tell  >/f\*>'^^  ^ 

A  Storey  half  as  good  as  he  J  — ^  ^    \\  ^ 

"To  these,  within  one  week's  short  space. 

This  generous  month  has  given  birth 
Making  of  Brookline  -  lucky  placei  - 

The  favored  spot  of  all  the  Earth. 


"So  in  the  future,,  if  you  please. 

Though  you  be  frozen  stiff  as  starch. 

Or  wade  in  slush  up  to  your  knees. 

Let's  hear  no  more  complaints  of  marchl" 


For  the  Storrows'  composite  birthdays, 
March  5,  1920 
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"*Twix"t  Grave  and  Gay  "the  yesrs  roll  by. 
And  we  have  had  our  share  of  the  fun. 
We'll  grow  old  cheerfully,  you  and  I,"  — 
Said  Seventy-nine  to  Eighty-one." 


"Tho*  Time  may  render  us  stiff  and  grey. 
We'll  keep  a  Spirit  that  's  brave  and  fine; 
We'll  grow  old  cheerfully,  as  you  say,"  — 
Said  Eighty-one  to  Seventy-nine. 


"For  many  a  year  we've  been  good  friends. 
And  much  together  we've  seen  and  done; 
We'll  keep  it  up  till  the  journey  endsi" 
Said  Seventy-nine  to  Eighty-one, 


"Yo\i've  hit  precisely  my  point  of  view; 
We'll  'carry  on'  in  the  same  old  line; 
So  here's  to  our  friendship,  old  and  trueJ" 
Said  Eighty-one  to  Seventy-nine. 


Happy  Birthday i 


Mrs.  Ware 
March  7,  1922 
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(Sent  by  ielegram  to  C»  S.  Pasadena) 


March  Seventh,  1921 


Time  wagged  his  venerable  pate. 

"About  this  time,  I  guess," 
Said  he,  "I  have  a  little  date 

In  Brookline,  with  C.  S. 


"I'll  find  him  surely  in  his  home. 
Weary,  and  worn,  and  sad. 

Since  now  he  can  no  longer  roam; 
He  is  too  old  to  gad." 


So  into  Storrow's  house  he  slipped 

To  find  —•  great  Caesar's  ghost i  — 

That  energetic  youth  had  skipped 
To  the  Pacific  Coast! 


Down  in  disgust  sat  Father  Time. 

"It's  plain  enough,"  said  he, 
"While  he  at  will  can  change  his  clime. 

He  has  no  use  for  me!" 


With  love  from  March  Sixth 


Mrs.  Ware 
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